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HIGH LIGHTS 



GENTLE HINT; or How the Esteemed Treasurer of the Pasadena 
Writers' Cluh Takes in the Necessary Shekels 


Ivy W. Stone 


Money for the Red Gross, paper for a.drive, 

Grease for ammunition, taxes to survive; 

worry over red points; no stamps for Easeer shoes 

Is it any wonder that you forgot your dues ???? 



NEivS COMMENTARY 


It has all been a little confusing to us laymen, 
but for quite some time now, between two opposing camps 
among the news commentators, there has been something of a 
controversy going on over the question a3 to just now.iar 
the Russians may be depended upon to go in the war against 
Germany. The first faction would have us oelieve that tne 
Russians eventually will reach some pre-arranged line and 
there stop and call the whole war of 1; while x-he 
faction is just as certain that they will^o.nothxn^of the 


kind, even if the Russians have to 


L 't a Red that will 


" You' 11 
ever cross 


' 11 all be drinking their vodka 


lowest circle of the neener regies or into whatever ri.he 

may bo reserved for him. The pessimists had n the Russian 
not so long ago, it will be remembered, when ohe Russian 
army was sitting down so long behind the Vistula, 
see," they croaked; "there isn t 

jumped up and started coming and they dldn t -.top unw 
they hit the Odei ; and “ g opposite Frankfort 

Sftead of marching straight on down Unter den Linden, the 
pessimists are starting to croak again. 

Putting all of this to one side, just what is the 
true reason, anyway, for the Russians consistently to em¬ 
ploy those hop and stop tactics? Why is it that they are 
always giving us the jitters with their sit-downs and then 
showing us how silly all our fears have been? To be oure, 
those old military excuses about a fighting army needing a 
rest occasionally, or about the necessity of bringing up 
supplies and consolidating positions, are worn just a bit 
thin. There must be some better reason. As a matter of fa.t 
there is. It has just come to light, and it is really 
very simple. 
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Every time the Ru33ian army takes a new objective, 
Mr. Stalin announces the fact to the world from the Moscow 
radio: "This day our gallant comrades in arms captured an¬ 
other enemy strong-point along with some few thousand small 
towns." He then reveals the name of the city captured and 
he then shoots off one hundred guns. Obviously, he wouldn't 
want to take a chance over the radio of trying to give out 
some city place name that he couldn't pronounce; and who 
can pronounce these Polish names? This is the crux oi the 
whole matter. When the Russian army reached the Vistula, 
Stalin was able to announce: "This day our gallant red com¬ 
rades in arms stand oravely upon the Vistula and before the 
gate 3 of Warsaw." Those names he could pronounce. He then 
saw to it that his army did not move on again until it was 
certain to reach the pronouncable Oder without a halt. How 
embarrassing it might have been for him, for example, had 
his forces been held up half way or 30 and he been obliged 
to go on the air with: "This day our gallant comrades in 
arms in glorious battle stormed into Bydgoszcz, 1 or maybe 
Wiozczowa or even Dziatoszyce. Surely we can all sympathize 
with him as he faces these difficulties. 


Down in Czechoslovakia the same handicaps are en¬ 
countered. For a number of weeks now the Second Ukrainian 
Army has been halted just outside of Kassa. Why is it that 
it hasn't forged ahead? The f ict is that, as one travels 
westward through Czechoslovakia, Kassa is the last city 
whose name one can pronounce before reaching Prague, o talin 
is taking no chances on being caught out on some tongue- 
twister here. 

But now that the Russian forces are on the Oder, 
why is it that they do not immediately crash through into 
Berlin? Surely Stalin can pronounce that name. But alter 
all, is it so certain that he can? There seems to be some 
division of opinion about it. at present writing, it is not 
yet apparent whether the word should be accented upon ho 
last syllable, or whether, in accordance with a recently 
popular song hit, it should be so pronounced as to rhymo 
with "girl in," with the accent of course altogether upon 

the girl. 


* One of the main re'sons, it has leaked out, ior 
the recent "Big 3” conference at Yalta was that otalinwas 
most desirous of calling to his aid Roosovelts Harvard 
training and Churchill’s Oxford background in aetormining 
once and for all just how these Polish ad o z ^°^nflrence 
place names are to be pronounced. Now that the con 
has happily terminated, we may confidently expect m 
the Russian forces forge onward as never before. ^ 
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high Lights 


horace 


the guild, mouse 


sez rachel 3oeing now as how U got the dogs offin 
our minds why dont U say sumthing about art and that tharo 
stuff as U no U kan git into a rut writin the same old kind 
of thing just like tho other big riters. for instints U kan 
take up the love slant or the sex komplex or 2 is a kind G 
3 makes for troubol. o k i sez i kan take them up and iffon 
they get 2 hot i kan lay them down agin and it has long bin 
onto my mind 2 break loos and lay bare sum uv this piffil i 
here spilled around thi3 joint. 


for instints just not so long ago alf wuz paintin 
onto a pikshur and sez he 2 hisself as he duz a lot when he 
paints onto a pikshur he sez ive gor 2 git more viorashun 
as thatz rotten, and then he takes a rag and wipes the hole 
thing off then he puts on more paint and cussez. the trubil 
is sez alf that folks dont see what naohurs got. yes sez 
rachel ive seen nachur and i no what i like, there U go sez 

1 thatz just what they awl say. and dont f.ergit horace deer 
sez rachel that they awl say i love nachur but that pikshur 
aint the way i see it. 

but that aint the worst of it i sez as the worst 
is as how they awl say thatz a pritty pikshur but i dont no 
as how or not that koloring wood go with the' kolor of my 
kouch what wuz bawt out uv Barking Broz and is as the sayin 
goz the last wurd in intearier dekorashuns my deer. when 
alf heers sumthing like that i sez he just starts out 2 go 
walking fer hisself. me 2 sez rachel and i no as how heez 
going 2 have sum indijestshun and for why he starts 2 oiyin 

2 hisself as he sumtimes duz a lot why in blankitty blank 
shud i paint a good pikshur just 2 match the kolor uv sum 
bodies sofa. U see how it is she sez, and i sez yes i dew. 


but another worst thing i herd sez rachel wuz that 
womin what kum 2 by a pikshur and she picked herself out a 
wun what had vibrashuns and after a kuppel uv weaks she kum 
it back and sez quote i just love tnat 
my room is 2 small 2-git back 
from whare the paint strokes dont 

is the paint and i kant see the nachur xn 
rachel what she sez 2 kap the 

pikshur 2 home what U cud git rite 
i magneeflying glass and see awl the 

the burd what wuz painted 


had 

abringing uv 
pikshur but 
i kan see it 
i kan see she sez 
it. and U no sez 
as how she had a pritty 
up kloze onto and take i 
fetnors on 


thare 
enuf from it sos 
show, awl as 
le na< 

klimate wu 2 


what did alf say 2 that 
no sez.rachel on akount 
just about that time. 


i asks after 
uv i put my 


onto that pikshur. and 
she went i sez. i dont 
into my ears at 


fingers 
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HINDU TEMPLE 


Lillian Stevens, Amer. Red Gross 


> 
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Some time ago, due to an almost fairy-like glimpse 
I had of a beautiful temple in the jungles along the river 
banks, I made a very interesting trip into the Indian coun¬ 
trysides. Our group had taken a number of patients for a 
motor launch ride with the accompanting doughnuts, potato 
chips and nut-fruit broad sandwiches, along with some coca 
cola that we had "scrounged" one way or another. We were 
"putt^putting" upstream when I saw this group of domes and 
arches surrounded by jungle growth with a lovely background 
of banana and coconut trees. Such a mysterious setting! I 
asked an old-timer about it and found it had a most intri¬ 
guing history. It seems it was built almost entirely from 
money raised in America when the Swami was in Chicago at 
the Parliament of Religions. When this man was young he had 
been interested in the philosophy of Maharshi Dovendra Naoh 
Tagore (Rabindratha Tagore to the Westerner), but later he 
switched his allegiance to a prophet of the goddess Kali, 
one called Sri Ramakrishna. After a trip over the world, 
this man I’eturned to India and built this beautiful temple 
which is dedicated to Ramakrishna. 


Of course, I wanted to see this lovely spot at a 
closer range; so, a friend of mine who had been there prev¬ 
iously, offered to be my guide. One Sunday afternoon .we 
dashed madly to the station for the proper train, snowing 
wre had but a few minutes' leeway, and to our delight found 
ourselves aboard and comfortable in a large compartment 
which no one intruded for the entire trip, which turned out 
to be rather longer than we expected. So busily engaged wc 
were in conversation that we scarcely noticed that it was 
almost a half hour after scheduled time before we pulled 
out. At any rate, India isn't a place where one is too much 
bothered by such things, as no one ever.works on schedule 
(the Mexican "manana" is speed by comparison). 


As we journeyed along past flooded rice fields, 
stretching indefinitely to either side of the railway, only 
broken here and there in the distance by groups of coconut 
and banana trees or clumps of bamboo, we were interested in 
the open country, in the lovely greens against the cloud- 
piled blue, or later on the sunset tinted monsoon skie . 

(One has to grant a few beauties and benefits to tne influ 

ence of the monsoon.) Perhaps the most interesting bit o 
life along the way, aside from tne scantily clad J^ives 

working waist deep in the mud of the rice paddic-, ' 

queer dug-out boats which the inhabitants Poie along 
ditches between the rice sections. They eviden y 
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coconut trees close to the base, hollow them out and. plug 
the round holes at the extremities with mud and thatch to 
keep them afloat. Believe me,, the "Gozunis," as some of the 
boys from the Signal Corps call the natives, certainly are 
wonderful improvisors. They seem to be able to salvage any¬ 
thing and turn it into something, not only useful but quite 
necessary. 


When we had been on the go for an hour more than 
we had anticipated, wo began to look to our stations and, 
although we stopped at all the wide spots in the roid where 
one saw at most only a couple of mud and thatch huts cover¬ 
ed with dung patties (fuel for the cook stoves of the na¬ 
tives), we began to realize that we had probably boarded 
the wrong train. Being the only English speaking people in 
any direction, we weren't able to locate ourselves; so, we 
decided to stay aboard until 'we arrived at a likely looking 
station, which turned out to be three hours away, in the 
wrong direction, with no return train due until two a.m. 
But the fates were good to us and while we were inquiring 
at the station which censorship forbids me to mention, in 
steamed a train going in the desired direction, which for¬ 
tunately had been delayed somewhere up-country, We ran and 
jumped into the only first class compartment, of which we 
again were lucky enough to be the only occupants to our 
destination. 


Did I say that the Ramakrishna Temple was illusive 
and mysterious? It had evaded us by our mistake in direc¬ 
tions, or by our misunderstanding of the station master s 
directions, (Our Hindustani amounts to loss than a hundred 
words and phrases, though Bill is gaining rapidly.) Well, 
now to prove that illusiveness. 

The following Sunday we invited another couple to 
join us in the search, and started out at breakfast oime so 
as to have the entire day before us. And we needed it all, 
every minute of it] We managed to get the correct train 
this time, arrived about a half hour later at the station 
for which our tickets were stamped, and selected a couple 
of bicycle rickshaws to transport us to the temple. ^iter 
bumping all over the jungle paths for an hour, asking every 
intelligent looking person we saw for .directions to ^the 
temple, we finally discovered we were in an old Dim oh “ 
tlement. We had really done a tour of it in our search,^ 
seeing everything from the old church to the queer village 
shops, huts and lotus covered ponds, A man who looked more 
educated than the majority who were following us or staring 
at us, told us we had come six or seven miles too far j.nd 
advocated the bus. Poor rickshaw wallas, after wheeling us 
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all over the jungle paths without success, they had to take 
us to the bus stop on a main trunk road. Here we sat in the 
sticky shade awaiting a rattletrap bus while curious na¬ 
tives of all ages gathered from anywhere and everywhere. 
The very trees seemed to sprout small brown babies. When 
being stared at grew a bit embarrassing, friend Bill began 
to sing, "Rings on My Fingers," and from that branched into 
making flowery speeches with gestures and generally enter¬ 
tained the amazed crowd. Then to cap the climax, he pulled 
off his overseas cap and, passing it.around.the front lines 
kept saying with the correct native intonation, ..Baksheesh, 
Baksheesh." At first the people were non-plussed; and then 
someone laughed and the show was on. Too bad there was no 
one as crazy as an American to drop a button or other ouch 
article into his cap. 

The bus arrived when we were about at the end of 
our inventiveness and we climbed aboard the crowded con¬ 
traption. I find no adequate description to deal with that 
ride. In fact, no one who has not seen an Indian road can 
even remotely imagine it - ox-cart3, water buffalo convoys, 
men, women, children, dogs, rickshaws, bicycles -nd any¬ 
thing else one could name, including jeeps and army trucks 
to be dodged by our green-trimmed, tin ous. Jean and 1 roue 
in front beside the driver, while Bill and Joe rode among 
the rabble as we bounced and careened along the seven ffliR 
of teeming jungle. At the end of the ride, another rxckshaw 
ride ensued along the main road of a village, where I spied 
a hole-in-the-wall where native tomtoms were being made foi 
the coming "Puja," or native feast (Hindu Xmas). oo, b^c 
we went to haggle and to go through all sorts °f w ild Jest 
cowboy antics before getting a set of tomtom^ at my P 
(14 rupees). As we rode on toward the temple,.beating t 
drums, Bill singing and the rickshaw walla 

gala spirit and adding his bit by pumping on hi a old fash 
ionad auto bulb in correct Hindu rhythm, Peoplo appeared 
from all sides to laugh and watch. ho wonder the Briti 
think the Americans are crazy. But then, who cares. v 
really have fun, and it isn’t surprising that the Indian 
people, while they respect the British, like the Ainer c. . 

After all this preliminary/, at the end of the sec¬ 
ond Sunday wo finally arrived at the 

were ushered into the sacred precincts, oharae At 

to leave "the music" in the care of the Swaml init’was 

most unusual and hearty laugh, ate our picnic lun. 
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the river bank, and watched the intriguing native river , 

craft as they passed us with their highly colored or print¬ 
ed sails, their man-manipulated rudders and their walking 
oarsmen. What beautiful pictures they make! C 

After resting a while, we hired one of those queer 
3ampans and rowed upstream with the incoming tide to disem¬ 
bark at the Dakshineswar, or Mother Mission, on the oppos¬ 
ite side of the stream. Our greeting here was as vociferous 
as at any spot where children gather. They swarmed around 
us, chattering like mynah birds at sunset, and as we pro¬ 
gressed the crowd increased - and the noisei We even found, 
a man with a team of dancing monkeys in our entourage. For * 

a full 'hour we were surrounded, deafened, wheedled, begged 
and amused. Talk about the Pied PiperI Ho had nothing on 
us. Our hordes were naked, brown babies with shining black 
hair and eyes, a string tied around the waist with maybe a 
button, a charm, or a small copper piece dangling from it 
for decoration. One youngster had collected a bar of soap 
from somewhere and kept himself in a continual lather for 
our particular benefit. By this time, one can well imagine 
that we were somewhat tired as we hitchhiked a ride home by 
a military truck that wa3 passing along the roadway at the 
time. 

At last we had located our eerie temple; and oddly 
enough, two weeks later, after visiting a French settlement 
farther away, we came back to have our luncheon along the 
banks of the river to find ourselves back at the same spot, 
talking to the samw Swami, watching the tide rise to our 
very feet, with a duplicate set of tomtoms for a friend. To 
say we had been recognized would be just a mild statement. 


RED GR033 FUND CAMPAIGN 


For two weeks, beginning March 1, the local chap¬ 
ter of the American Red Cro33 will conduct a house-to-house 
canvas in Sierra Madre, it’s annual drive for funds. 

This time our city's quota is $8900.00. 

* 

No organization accomplishes more for the war.ef¬ 
fort than the American Red Cross, not alone with medical 
aid, but in making easier the lot of the prisoners of war. 
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FROM A WAR PRISON 


Brig. Gen. Clinton A. Pierce 


t 


* 


The following letter is a composite one made up of 
a few short messages, all the news that Mrs. Pierce has re¬ 
ceived from her husband, Brig. Gen. Clinton a. Pierce, cur¬ 
ing the past three years. Since the fall of Bataan, 1942, 
he has been a prisoner of war, interned until recently at 
the Japanese prison camp at Taihoku, Formosa. A short time 
ago he was removed to another prison camp on the mainland 
of China (Manchukuo), but no word has been received from 
him since that move. 


Dear Margaret, May, 1944 


i 


i 


Received your April, 1942 letter in September, 1943._ Two 
Red Cross cables arrived. In the past six months, finally 


received from family and friends seventy 
snapshots. Many thanks. Pictures are most 
Joan's record in college. Mail slow, but 
arrived after nearly a year en route 


i iiy 


letters, numerous 
helpful. Proud of 
ft package fin- 


Bataan, 1942. I 


I am pleased you think we did. a nice job on 
am anxious to see your collection of clippings ana lottery. 


No work on Xmas Day, 1943. Religious, services 
ing. Pork in the soup at noon. Athletic games 
M show by the prisoners of war 3:00 to 5:00. 
soup at supper. Fnjoyea the day, but wishes 
you. Hope all there had a fine Xmas. 


in the morn- 
1:00 to 3:00. 

Ducks in the 
for news from 


I am working on a farm half days, 
remaining time. My health is gooa 
welfare. My best love to all the 
thanks to them for your excellent 


I read and study in the 
Do not worry about my 
family, and my sincerest 
home during these trying 


times. 


Clinton. 


I 

% 


BLOOD BiiNK 


The Red Cross Blood Bank Mobile 
Sierra Madre again on March 9 at 
Hours from 8:40 a.m, until 12:40 p.m. 

Phone; 


Unit 


will visit 
the Woman's Club House. 
For an appointment - 

uster 5 - 6183* 


t 
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LxiGUNii BEiiCH EXHIBITION 


The Thirl National Print and Drawing Exhibition is 
to be held by the Laguna Beach ^rt Association at the gal¬ 
lery in Laguna Beach from May 1 to 30, 1945. 

For this exhibition, as for those in the past, the 
works that are eligible for entry are hand-made prints in 
any technique in black and white or in color, and original 
drawings, works are to be- matted on hinged white mats. The 
maximum size of the mat to be used is not to exceed 24x30, 
and to be submitted without glass or frame. Hot more than 
three works may be submitted by any one contestant. 

Purchase prizes are to be awarded as follows: the 
first prize, a §50.00 i/var Bond; second prize, a §25.00 war 
Bond; third prize, §10.00 in War Savings Stamps. The disso¬ 
ciation will also negotiate sales, retaining a 10% commis¬ 
sion. 

Those desiring to exhibit should apply to Laguna 
Beach d»rt dissociation for entry blanks to be filled out and 
returned to the dissociation before April 20 v/ith entry fee 
of one dollar. All work must be in by dipril 25. 


GUILD MELTINGS 


The next, meeting of the Guild will be hell on Fri¬ 
day evening, March 2, at the usual time and place, when Mr. 
Philip Johnston will speak on the subject, My Friena, the 
Navajo.” His lecture will be illustrated with many colored 
slides, "a presentation of Indian life an-^ lore. 


Mr. Johnston, a veteran of the last war, and now 
retired, has lived for twenty years among the Navajos. For 
the past two years he has been training the Navajos or war 
work with the Marines, He has trained Indian uni s or 
every Marine division. «. member of the dddventurers 
he has lectured for the Southwest Museum and has written 
many travel articles for vvestways and other magazines. 


dit the last Guild meeting, Mr. John E. Hogg S P°J® 
on the subject, "Have we Underestimated Our Enemy, apan. ^ 
Mr. Hogg sees a long, hard war ahead in the East* 
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THE L..DY WHO WANTED ADVICE 


j In the days of our time there was a certain lady 

who looked upon an old theme from a new angle, which is to 
say that she looked upon her husband one morning from a new 
slant and found him wanting. It is believed that she had 
been making comparisons abroad, that left her no choice but 
to open her eyes at home. ,»t any rate, in this situation so 
novel to her, she recognized an obstacle that had somehow 
to be flanked; but, at the same time, in her inexperience, 
3 he was somewhat appalled and perplexed, being still rather 
sensitive to the stern indoctrinations stemming from the 
past, to the crisping proprieties of the present and to the 
sad uncertainties looming for the years to come. In the in¬ 
itial throes of this dilemma, she sensed a definite inade¬ 
quacy and felt fairly incapable of making any forthright 
decision without some good advice. By "good" advice, she 
meant the kind that would be agreeable to her wishes, that 
would sustain her hopes and would act as a synchronizer to 
set all her traffic lights green. with this much implied, 
she went on to reason that the best guides to the way she 
would go must surely be these who were already well along 
the same road and who would be so entranced with their own 
journey they might truthfully postcard their sentiments 
with a fervent "wish you were here." 

Accordingly, then, after some little reflection, 
she cast about her in these directions and soon thereafter, 
as though by predestination, came up with none other than 
her "best friend," a lady, as it turned out, ideal for dir¬ 
ecting a "speed-up" as one who had long been traveling the 
* 40 } right highway at a much faster clip than her own, so fast 

indeed that she had already overtaken her third husband 
along the grades of the divorce courts while she herself 
was still chugging along with her first. 

"Congratulate me, my dear," said she to the best 
friend by way of greeting; "for at last I've really fallen 
into true love." 

"Oh, darling, how very nice! I've always said that 
v every marriage should eventually end up in love or in ali¬ 

mony. But how delightful for you and your husbandj" 

* "Oh, no; not him!" she protested. "And I hope he 

^ doesn't hear of it until after the crisis is over. Husbands 

are always 30 prejudiced, I think, in cases of this kind. 
No; I'm in love with the husband of somebody else," And, 
with a mock reluctance, she went on to allow herself to be 
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skillfully drawn out into a revelation of all the circum¬ 
stances up to date, 

"A word to the wise," they say, "is sufficient"; 
and it may be, too, that a detailed conversation to the 
focli3h will often do as well, .it any rate, as soon as the 
orange was sucked dry between them, the best friend pro¬ 
ceeded dutifully to impart her counsel as requested, which 
consisted solely of that musty slogan, "Please don't quote 
me"; and with that, she hurried away to do whatever quoting 
seemed necessary strictly at first hand. She lost no time 
in gathering in a number of her own best friends, all as 
fast travelers as herself, to whom she spread the news, 
pausing in her recital only long enough to tack on such 
additions and embellishments as might serve to render the 
case in hand so sordid as by comparison to make their own 
case histories stanl out lily-white, a convincing proof 
that when the pots foregather to call the kettlo black it s 
always a whitewashing party for themselves. The debate thus 
initiated went on far into the declining day with no rule 
of cloture involved, and became gradually so loud in its 
deep condemnations as to be heard from the closet as though 
shouted from the housetops, so audible indeed that it came 
eventually to the ears of the husband in the case who re¬ 
layed it back to the lady of the first part by way of the 
telephone when he called up to say that, pending some x very 
urgent legal matters, his address was to be The Club. 

"And I thought she was such a nice person," said 
the lady who wanted advice as she slammed up the receiver, 
"Oh, well] If it's all over town, I may as well take the 
plunge now as later"; and she proceeded to buckle on her 
parachute. 


Moral: He who turns his face aside for a pat on 

the back, leaves himself open for a kick in the pants, 

L » B • W • 


x*ll names,' characters, and events in above fable, 
or in any other like fable appearing in this magazine, are 
altogether fictional, and any resemblance which may seem to 
exist to any real persons or places is purely coincidental. 
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